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XXXIX
0! Protean light-world inclosed in Ant-Hill! SECRET,- Is it Thy true language without Alphabet?-and at the stroke of mid-doubt I close in mine eyes sinking at the spill Of an ambiance of slipping like a rill Of stumbling, tottering or falling out In isolate betweens of flight and float Let unprobed in a predicate of will!, UnsouPd as a copy of description utter-inorganic and propertied Seeing the categories as dimension Or causes'or chemic or psychic breed To become the disunity in Thy fun Of a finite litteratim of Thy deed.
XL
Lord, show me Thy Ens and hold me awake In language of Jagrat that winks in words And in the proxy sensations and herds Of splitting hairs fain subserving thy make Whose dark infinite content squeeze and take Into the hill or hole or perch or bird's Nest as thy stage-play showing in my heads Me-lgnorabimus, like a termite-sake worms beneath a trite maxim of a sky Too crushing for me as unfelt weight ' Hanging |ow down where my likeness and lie Begin and move in a brownian gait Substanttvely flexing the Far and Nigh, To blossom by dint of Thy conjugatee vocal word is known to Pasu's jumps Into the genera of births crown'd or drown'd. The verbal is a charactered preform! O! Philology! Aaroor is more numen! A placement profound within a felt charm Of joy of proximity leaping again Upward as a might grazing on a calm,    . Plummetting into the hill-let in my ken.ds. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
